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happened to the adolescent and unmarried when you
threw them together under the circumstances of
health, warmth and leisure. It happened with the
kindly and approving smiles of the more experienced
elders who had organised these proximities. The
young people married, settled down, children ensued,
and father and mother turned their minds, now
decently and properly disillusioned, to other things.
That to Altiora was the normal sexual life, and she
believed it to be the quality of the great bulk of the
life about her.

One of the great barriers to human understanding
is the wide temperamental difference one finds in the
values of things relating to sex. It is the issue upon
which people most need training in charity and im-
aginative sympathy. Here are no universal stand-
ards at all, and indeed for no single man nor woman
does there seem to be any fixed standard, so much do
the accidents of circumstances and one's physical
phases affect one's interpretations. There is nothing
in the whole range of sexual fact that may not seem
supremely beautiful or humanly jolly or magnifi-
cently wicked or disgusting or trivial or utterly
insignificant, according to the eye that sees or the
mood that colours. Here is something that may fill
the skies and every waking hour or be almost
completely banished from a life. It may be every-
thing on Monday and less than nothing on Saturday.
And we make our laws and rules as though in these
matters all men and women were commensurable one
with another, with an equal steadfast passion and an
equal constant duty. . . .
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